CHAPTER 208 


November 21, 2011 


Sluggish drones assault my radio 

Twenty mortal lashes of grotesque audio 

Glittering fountains, misspent youth 

I'm a rhinestone tiger in a leisure suit 

Turn it up! Turn it up! Turn it up! Oh yeah! 

We listen to the radio 

Dead Radio 

“Justin, | literally cannot hear you over the phone with that music blasting.” 


Justin has been at home listening to music at a volume that was way louder than 
should be humanly allowed on any kind of audio player when Chie had rang him up. 
She sounded frantic from what he could hear over the music, which probably should 
have been the first sign that he should have lowered the volume just a tad bit, but 
he couldn’t quite say for certain. Chie had to wonder why he was playing music so 
loud so early in the morning, especially when she knew Maya was still pretty sick. 
Little did she know she had actually made quite the improvement over the last hour 
or so; hell maybe as little as a couple of minutes, though Justin wasn’t really aware 
of that until she tried to crawl her way downstairs. It still hurt like a bitch, but she 
could at the very least get out of bed. That said, Justin was still pretty damn 
concerned about her; her movement was slow and stiff, and aside from her tipping 
over a couple times while walking, which was not at all unusual for a girl who had 
been trapped in a bed for weeks on end, she wasn’t exactly... well suited to making 
her way around the house. She’d still be better off in bed upstairs, but she was 
rather insistant on stretching her legs out. Justin supposed it would be fine if she 
just didn’t strain herself too much. And she didn’t, she simply made her way 
downstairs to listen to some music and to watch some television. Justin got her a 
blanket and everything to make sure she was comfortable, though she did insist 
that it wasn’t neccesary. 


As for what she was listening to... well... Part of her wanted to pop in that CD 
Yosuke gave her. It wasn’t like it was a top quality CD she had received or that she 
had never listened to it before in her life, but it did come from him, and that meant 
a lot to her. She wanted to... then she noticed there was a rather large gash along 
the bottom of the CD. Seemed Yosuke had never heard of opening a CD case and 
checking it’s contents before making a purchase. Oh well; the thought was the true 


gift here. Instead, they were listening to Justin’s music. Apparently Rob Zombie still 
made music, much to Maya’s surprise. She thought he was too busy being a horror 
movie director to make music. Metal, of course, wasn’t really up Maya’s alley, but 
she certainly had nothing against the genre. Hell, she didn’t have anything against 
any genre really. Unless that genre was pop. Fuck pop. All the same, she tried to be 
open-minded, so she listened to the radio all the same, not partocularlly interested, 
though not particularly turned off all the same. Justin of course was pretty much a 
metal head when he wasn’t busy being into stoner rock, so he was having a ball 
listening to this shit, head bobbing up and down in time to the guitar. That was until 
Chie informed Justin that that shit was louder than a herd of renegade elephants 
with nothing left to lose. 


“Huh? Oh, sorry. New album.” Justin explained briefly before turning the CD off for 
the moment being. He’d go back to annoying the fuck out of the neighbors once he 
got off the phone with Chie, but for the time being, he’d love to know what Chie was 
doing calling so early in the morning. | mean, it wasn’t quite school time yet, though 
it should be soon enough, so the issue wasn’t so much that she was calling in the 
middle of class or anything like that so much as it was Justin was confused what 
could be so important as to warrant a call at this hour. But then, he didn’t seem to 
grasp that calling someone at this hour was a lot less troublesome than waking up 
the block with heavy metal. Maybe his walls were just very soundproof and no one 
really knew; who was to say? “What’s up?” 


“We just heard from Adachi that Nanako woke up. She’s gonna be okay!” The news 
struck Justin the way a bowling ball struck a set of lined up bowling pins. It wasn’t 
surprising in the sense that he had expected Nanako to wake up sooner or later, 
though he supposed the timing in itself was unexpected, though by no means 
undesired. It was good news on several levels, the first and foremost being that 
Nanako was slowly getting better, the other reason being that Yu can finally stop 
with this pity bullshit. Which was great because there was no way that stunt Justin 
pulled at Aiya’s was going to work again. “We’re all going to see her after school 
today... Do... Do you think you can make it?” 


“I... Don’t see why not. Let me just check something quick quick.” Justin remarked 
before cupping the end of the phone with the palm of his hand. He had been 
reluctant about going to the hospital simply because of Maya’s condition, but with a 
sudden improvement such as this... | mean, he didn’t like leaving her behind, but 
she could take care of herself for the moment being, and it wouldn’t be long. He 
supposed it all depended on whether Maya felt she was well enough to be capable 
to take care of herself for an hour or two. God knows she wasn’t going to come with 
him to the hospital after all. “Hey Maya... would you be alright if | left you here by 
yourself for an hour or two? Nanako just woke up at the hospital, so... yeah” Maya 
twisted her head to the side with slight perplexion for a moment; not necessarily at 
Nanako waking up or him leaving mind you, more so the fact that he had asked 
permission to leave his own house. Why? Because she was sick. She might have felt 


like her lungs had spears dug through them and her intestines were strangling 
themselves like nooses, but she was still seventeen years old and a seventeen year 
old who lived an entire year and a half of her life alone in the cold streets. Taking 
care of herself by any means necessary was not a concept entirely unknown to 
Maya; she could go a couple of hours by herself. She nodded slowly with 
confirmation, much to Justin’s pleasure. 


“Alright, I’ll be there.” 


“Nanako? Everyone's here to see you.” 
“Mm... Big... bro...” 


Everyone gathered around Nanako’s bedside as she slowly woke to consciousness. 
She had been awake for quite some time mind you, but that didn’t mean that it 
wasn’t painful or difficult for her. It was difficult to watch, yet oh so wonderful at the 
same time knowing at the very least she was fighting off... whatever it was that was 
making her so sick. Justin always just assumed it was that toxic green fog on the 
other side, | mean there had to be SOMETHING in that shit that made it so green. It 
was just nice to see Yu cheer up just a little, color returning to his face again. He 
was still heavy hearted from the sight of Nanako struggling with her pain, but at the 
very least she was awake. And for the time being, that was enough for him. And 
hell, they’d all be pretty happy had some of the hospital faculty not been complete 
dicks; one nurse in particular as she practically kicked down the door with bloody 
murder in her eyes as she searched for Dojima. 


“Dojima-san! How many times does this make it today? | understand that you're 
worried about your daughter, but you still need your rest too!” The nurse 
immediately began shouting and lecturing the poor guy. What was so wrong with 
him wanting to see his daughter, huh? And it wasn’t like he was doing jumping jacks 
or anything. He WAS in a wheel chair, so | mean how much worse could his injuries 
possibly get from just being out of bed. Wasn't like his bones were going to shift 
around or something. Dojima was quick to groan and apologize, though you could 
tell he didn’t really mean it. Which was fine because | don’t think any of the 
Investigation team thought he was in the wrong for thinking this nurse was being a 
huge bitch right about now. And this is including Yu, who in particular knew a nurse 
or two that was pretty damn bitchy... And | guess to a certain extent Yosuke. 
Depends if you mean bitch like an asshole or a bitch like someone who takes it up 
the asshole. 


“Um... Are your injuries that bad?” Yukiko questioned with concern for Dojima’s 
uncle. Dojima grunted a bit and nodded. It was true that his injuries still hurt like 
hell, but he supposed they weren’t too too bad. Nowhere near as bad as what the 
nurse kept trying to tell him anyway. | mean honestly, did she really believe his 


wounds would reopen from sitting in a chair? It was no different than laying in a bed 
from his point of view. 


“Hm... Well, my wounds have just closed up, and it seems | have a couple of 
fractures as well.” 


“I'm sorry. I'll wheel him back to his room immediately.” Adachi apologized to the 
nurse on Dojima’s behalf. If there was one thing you could say about Adachi, it was 
that he was always afraid of stepping on any toes; even if it was his superiors doing 
the toe stepping. He just kind of hated conflict | guess. Dojima didn’t really get that 
though. | mean, why apologize for something you’re not responsible for? Just 
seemed like he was being overly-cautious to him, which in a way was entirely 
correct. 


“What're you apologizing for...?” 


“It's almost time for your checkup, so make sure you're back in your room before 
then.” The nurse continued, oblivious to pretty much everything around her. Like 
even if he was going to hurt himself more doing this, did she really have to keep 
shouting about it around his sick daughter? She needed motivation, not to know her 
dad was seriously hurt. Dojima just grumbled a bit as the nurse marched her way 
out of the room. Such a ruckus she had caused and it didn’t even matter because in 
the end she wasn’t going to do a damn thing to get him back to his room. He 
supposed she was right though, and Adachi was going to listen to her whether 
Dojima liked it or not. Besides, he still wanted to ask the doctor some questions 
anyway, so he supposed it wasn’t too big of a deal. Adachi slowly reeled Dojima out 
of the room, and with a quick shrug of his shoulders, Justin soon followed. He’d like 
to ask some questions himself, so he supposed it wouldn’t be a problem. The others 
stayed behind to keep an eye on Nanako. They couldn't really talk with the girl 
since it was so painful for her to talk, but at the very least they could be there for 
her. 


“Her condition is stable for now, but... | never thought I'd say this as a doctor, but... 
We still can't figure out the cause of Nanako-chan's symptoms. That's why we can 
only administer temporary treatments to alleviate her current pains.” Justin 
overheard as he slowly crept out of the room to follow Adachi and Dojima. Justin 
was needless to say not quite pleased by what he had managed to overhear. They 
couldn’t figure out what was wrong with her? For fuck’s sake, they were supposed 
to be experts on this! How did they even expect to treat Nanako correctly if they 
couldn’t even determine the problem. Maybe Maya was right about this whole 
doctor business... to a certain extent of course. They weren’t murderers like she 
tended to believe; just incompetent. Dojima gave Justin a funny look once he 
spotted the boy following them out of the room, much to Justin’s anxiety. He was 
just curious about all of this, he didn’t want to look like he was intruding on their 
privacy. 


“I’m sorry, I’m not intruding am I?” 


“No, no... It’s fine.” Dojima shook his head before turning his attention back to the 
doctor. Justin might have had an interesting reputation, but Dojima really couldn’t 
confirm a single rumor he had heard as true, and he always seemed polite around 
him. Not to mention he helped rescued Nanako and was a good friend of his nephew 
and daughter. He supposed there was nothing wrong with him hearing what was 
going on with Nanako. “But she's not in danger anymore, is she?” Dojima continued 
questioning. Whether they could find out what was wrong with her or not was 
irrelevant so long as they could make sure she was safe. The doctor shook his head 
Slightly, the way one would when not sure how to break bad news. 


“She's regained consciousness, but we can't let our guard down yet... All we can do 
for now is to monitor her condition closely...” The doctor sighed. Justin bit his 
bottom lip: that didn’t sound like a guarantee Nanako was going to be alright, which 
sickened Justin to great extent because as far as he could tell nothing was wrong 
with the girl. She was just exposed to the other side for a long time. They all got a 
little sick the first time they went in, so they knew exactly what Nanako was going 
through, though her case seemed to have been magnified by ten times. All the 
same, it couldn’t possibly be lethal, right? Dojima looked like he very well might 
have had a heart attack right there and then. After all, this was his daughter we 
were talking about here, and the medical staff had no idea what was wrong with 
her, nor could the guarantee her health and safety. 


“Adachi. How's it going with Namatame?” Dojima changed the subject, too pained 
by all of this to really continue with this line of questioning. He’d rather not know. 
He’d rather have hope. Adachi was a little caught off guard of course; seemed a bit 
of a bizarre question to ask under these circumstances. 


“Well, he's awake now, but he's in no condition to tell us anything useful. We only 
get a little time each day to interrogate him, so we're stuck until his strength 
recovers.” Adachi sighed. He passed a slight glance Justin’s way in what Justin 
assumed was Adachi trying to see if he was allowed to talk about this stuff around 
the kid. | mean, it was related to the murder and all, but with the case closed and 
with Justin having had a huge part in the culprit’s apprehension, he had to wonder if 
he had to be kept in the dark on the matter. Dojima didn’t see the information that 
had been disclosed as being problematic though, so he’d allow it this time. 


“| see... | should get back to work as soon as possible. Hopefully by then, Nanako 
will be out of the hospital...” Dojima silently wished. He wanted to get this fucker 
behind bars as quickly as possible for what he did to Nanako; but he couldn’t do 
that until he went back to work. And if he went back to work he wouldn’t have the 
time to keep an eye on her here at the hospital. The best solution was to get her 
home safe and sound before he went back to work, ideal conditions beign they both 
left the hospital at the same time. Adachi seemed to disagree though. 


“Umm... | think Nanako-chan can get more peace and quiet if she stays here. It's so 
foggy out, and there's been some weird rumors going around... Seems like no one 
knows why there's so much fog in town.” Adachi gossiped about some... strange 
stuff. What exactly did fog have to do with Nanako’s condition anyway? Besides, it 
wasn’t that foggy; it rained the night before and now there was fog today. That was 
how it always worked, there was no need to start assuming anything funny was up 
when the usual occurred after all. If it were foggy for a whole month, then they’d 
have a problem, but for the time being, they should stop making a big deal about 
nature being nature. Still, seemed the fog posed a bigger threat than Justin had 
ever considered or believed. 


“It's true. The number of patients complaining about fog-related health problems 
has increased... Which is quite unusual... | can't say for sure that it has no effect on 
the human body... It certainly could be a psychological effect. People's anxiety over 
the fog could cause problems. But as far as the fog's chemical makeup... Well, 
that's not my field, so | can only speculate. What concerns me is that transportation 
of our medical supplies has been delayed due to the fog...” 


“Fog... related... sickness...” Justin mumbled for a moment. He wasn’t ruling out the 
fog from the other side causing illness, but obviously the fog on the other side 
wasn’t the fog on this side, so this was dancing on a fine line between plausible and 
completely batshit insane. And Justin was leaning towards the latter by quite a bit. 
“Is this some new kind of biochemical weapon or something? Don’t mess with our 
country, we'll kill you with poison fog.” 


